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We may think of him as swaggering in scarlet
regimentals, but we have his own word for it that
he was often in mufti. His mind is generally
dressed, he says, like his body, in black; for though
he is so brisk a spark in company, he suffers sadly
from the spleen when he is alone. We can follow
him pretty closely through his day. He is a queer
mixture of profanity and piety, of coarseness and
loyalty, of cleverness and density; we do not
breed this kind of beau nowadays, and yet we might
do worse, for this specimen is, with all his faults,
a man. He dresses carefully in the morning, in
his uniform or else in his black suit. When he
wants to be specially smart, as, for instance, when
he designs a conquest at a birthday-party, he has
to ferret among the pawnbrokers for scraps of
finery, or secure on loan a fair, full-bottom wig.
But he is not so impoverished that he cannot on
these occasions give his valet and his barber plenty
of work to do preparing his face with razors, per-
fumes and washes. He would like to be Sir Fopling
Flutter, if he could afford it, and gazes a little
enviously at that noble creature in his French
clothes, as he lounges luxuriantly past him in his
coach with six before and six behind.

Poor Captain Farquhar begins to expect that
he himself will never be " a first-rate Beau." So,
on common mornings, a little splenetic, he wanders
down to the coffee-houses and reads the pamphlets,
those which find King William glorious, and those
that rail at the watery Dutch. He will even be
a little Jacobitish for pure foppery, and have a
' fling at the Church, but in his heart he is with the